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Chapter VIII. — Concluded. 

^^Art and morality — art and morality," muttered 
Lansing. ' /' That's the everlasting skipping-rope. 

" ' There, take it. Take my skipping-rope, 
And liang- yourself thereby.' " 

"No, I'll be hanged if I do," laughed Stephen. 
But his face grew suddenly sober as Lansing 
changed to the inquiry, " Of course you've seen 
Monda ? You know she's in town." 

''Yes. Lve called once at their gorgeous apartment. Somehow I don't like 
that surrounding for her." 

'' More stern morality ? " his friend teased. " You don't want her to be an ascet- 
ic, I hope ? " 

" No, but " Stephen became meditative. Monda's new circumstances had, 

as Ave have seen, rather separated him from her. But there was another trouble in 
his mind. The day came back to him, when, long ago, he had caught a glimpse of 
Lansing's model for '' Justice," going down the stairs. He remembered the dark 
figure, somewhat like Monda's, and that the light from a transom-window (as Lans- 
ing explained it) had made an illumination around her hair, like the circlet of his 
vision. But that, of course, was only a prosaic accident ; and it was impossible 
that the girl (whose face he had not seen) could have been Monda herself. Pre- 
posterous ! What devil of question or suspicion, then, made him keep returning to 
the point and wondering who that girl was ? He ended by asking the painter : 
" How are you getting along with your ' Justice ' ?" 

'' Excellent w^ell," said Lansing. '' She is now fairly clothed." 
''By the way," Stephen pursued, trying to seem indifferent, "who is, or was, 
that model of yours ? " 

Lansing was keen enough to catch his drift at once, and resolved to plague him. 

"Don't you know 
her ? " he asked. 

" How can I tell ? " 
"Why," said Lans- 
ing, affecting injury, 
" you've seen her." 

''Seen her? Oh, 
yes ; that one time," 
Stephen returned, un- 
easily. " But have I 
seen her again — any- 
where else, I mean ? " 
Purely for mischief, 
THE END OF THE DAY Lausiug now assumcd 
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the argumentative. '' Why do you ask ? 
Hasn't she, or haven't I, the right to keep her 
secret? Besides, all this question of models 
— Why, I believe you, j*?//, an artist, are actually 
going off on the extreme purism tack ! Can't 
a nude model be pure ? " And so he rattled 
on provokingly. 

'' Yes, yes, I understand all that," said Ste- 
phen, with impatience. '* I certainly don't be- 
lieve in mere brute purity d la Trilby — the 
sweetly shameless female with a putty con- 
science. Tm not Trilhyized into insensi- 
bility, though half the good, high-mind- 
wm^^ ed women in town seem to be. Yes, a 
model can be pure ; yet there are women to 
whom even the true purity of a nude model 
would be degradation. There must be grades 
^differences ; don't you see ? Some good 
women are the physical material of art : others 
are its spiritual life." 

*' Oh, come out into the open air ! " cried 
Lansing. And they went for a walk. Stephen 
could not bring himself to ask bluntly whether 
it had really been Monda who posed for him. 
The query would have been a desecration. The mere thought of it, even, seemed 
so. But at length, Lansing relieved him by saying, gruffly : "Come down to my 
shop some day, and I'll introduce you to 
my model." 

Then Stephen knew, of course, it was 
not Monda. But the flurry of feeling he 
had gone through gave him a new light, 
and showed him the standard that his love 
for Monda had established in his mind. 
She had become, for him, the spirit of art 
and of all that was fair and spotless in 
woman. 

Their walk led them to the Metropol- 
itan Museum, where Stephen wished to 
recall to his friend a certain famous St. 
John the Baptist by Donatello, in a cast. 
They stood some time before it ; a won- 
.derful form, in one sense not beautiful ; 
emaciated, ascetic, marked with hunger 
and pain, yet instinct with an idealism al- 
most holy ; filled with eager fire as of a 
pure and bracing morning. 

** There," said the sculptor, ''that's 
no false muscular ideal, like Sandow the 







Drawn by Charles Edward Hooper 

THE MOUNTAIN TORRENT 



Monda 



371 



Strong man, the fully developed human tiger ! This St. 
John is at the acme of the sort of thing I'm trying to 
do, am going to do ; only I shall put it into our common, 
daily modern types." 

'' Speaking by the market, then," said Lansing, dis- 
couragingly, "you'll have no sale. Look at Kemyss, 
the greatest, the only, sculptor of wild animals we've 
ever had. But people for a long while didn't want his 
perfect and permanent animals, though they gladly paid 
fifty or a hundred thousand for a transitory horse of 
flesh and blood. They won't want your little wild men 
and women of poverty, either, if you make them so true." 

" Now listen," said Stephen, '^ to a paradox. Peo- 
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pie prefer the live 
quadruped animals to those of art. But, in 
the case of the poor human animal, they care 
for him in art, but despise him in his reality 
of poverty and suffering. So, when I take 
these types of human life - struggle and lift 
them into art, they'll want them. And I shall 
raise the level of my living subjects and my 
patrons and my art as well, by putting into the 
whole a high compassion ! " 

He grew fervid ; for at last he had struck, 

in words, the note that was to sound his 

march henceforth. That very day he set 

about having his uncompleted bust of Monda 

blocked out in marble ; for he had decided, 

now, that it must remain forever as it was — a 

half disclosed ideal which, though never fully 

revealed, would 
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contmue to an- 
imate him while 
he worked on- 
ward in a di- 
rection appar- 
ently diverse. 
So it came that he did not ask her, now, for 
further sittings ; and indeed saw little of her, for a 
time. He hated her new life of ease and gayety ; he 
was jealous of her admirers ; yet his art, his new 
motive, and his comparative poverty all made it im- 
possible for him, he thought, to boldly woo her and 
carry her off. "No," he exclaimed, "I will keep 
her here in the marble as I first knew her — un- 
spoiled, unchanged. But as for herself " And 

there his thoughts fell over into an abyss. 

Nevertheless, he did once or twice speak impet- 
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uously to her, 
career of yours,' 
" And how ? " 



Monda 
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and with conviction, 
he said, ''will ruin you." 
She smiled, superior yet gentle. 
" By taking you away from all ideals, and 
robbing you of art." 

''It would be more complimentary," she an- 
swered with a trace of coquetry, the first he had 
noticed in her, " to say robbing art of me. But 
how about you. Monsieur Stephen ? I tell you, 
in my turn, your present course may ruin you." 
" Me ? " he gasped, incredulous. 
"Yes. For if you become a humanitarian, 
you will cease to be an artist." 

But she was not in earnest ; and she felt his 
warning. Indeed, during the winter, whenever 
they met he loomed up to her, in the brilliant 
social atmosphere, like a messenger of fate who 

did not approve of her having such a "good time ; " to whom, notwithstanding, 
she felt strongly drawn — if he would only stop being a messenger, and just be a 
fate outright. 

He, poor fellow, did not yet understand that he could be expected to fill that 
role ; and so he went on exulting in his misery. Selden, he knew, divided his time 
pretty well between Dora Morton and Monda, with the chances rated as in favor of 
his choosing and winning the latter. Another man, also, gave him uneasiness ; 
Mr. Bernard Oakes, a distinguished bachelor of middle age and still older ancestry, 
who hovered much around the Rhodes abode. But Oakes, he learned, was only 
looking after Mrs. Rhodes's lately acquired property, and was investing her money 

f^.^ for her ; being, by ancestry, social pres- 
tige, and supposed long-headedness, a sort 
of traditional trustee of women's estates. 
All that season passed, for Stephen, with 
a panoramic swiftness, in alternating 
patches of brightness and sable gloom ; 
or momentary episodes of shadow that 
contained something beautiful, and of 
ball-room incandescence that appeared 
flat and pale. 

One of these episodes occurred on a 
day when he was visiting some poor 
folk in whom he had become interested. 
Happening to glance down a narrow 
and brick-paved arched way under some 
dismal rookeries he was passing, he 
started with amazement to see Monda 
herself coming through it, toward him, 
plainly dressed, pallid, and hurrying. 
" Monda ! " he cried, in his astonish- 
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Then, as she made no answer, he glanced beyond 
her and found the cause of her agitation in the un- 
steady form of a drunken rough who seemed to be 
pursuing her, half in rage and half in maudlin gal- 
lantry. 

" Save me. Help ! " she exclaimed, seeing some 
one at hand. Before she perceived that it was Ste- 
phen, they had met in the dark archway, and he was 
clasping her protectively. One straight blow from 
his sturdy arm laid the burly drunkard on the moist 
bricks ; and Monda, recognizing her champion, 
thought if he could only see himself now, what a 

noble statue he could 
make. 

Monda, it appeared, Drawn byjames Henry Moser 

had been inducted into -bre'r rabbit" 

fashionable tenement -house reform, and was taking: 
her Iirst turn of benevolence and inspection. 
*' You should never come alonej though,'*^ 
said Stephen, earnestly. 

" But Dora Morton's coupe is just around the 
corner," she protested. 

" Never mind," he announced, with an 
authority that surprised him ; " I am going 
to take you home myself, now." 
, \ " Do," said Monda ; " for I know mam- 

^ \\^ ma has been wanting to see you." 

^- As there was an extra seat in the coupe^ 
all the three retreated to the Rhodes apartment on 
Central Park for luncheon. And there the ladies became 
so much interested in talk of Raynor's work, that it was 
resolved that he should lecture on " Poverty in Art " 
before the Enlightened Century Club. 
The second episode was slighter in seeming, but deeper. For it was after Ves- 
pers in St. Paul's basilica, one afternoon — the reverber- 
ant choral psalms had died away, the congregation had 
faded into outer air — and Stephen beheld, kneeling 
alone near one of the great pillars, the woman of his 
heart. Her face expressed unruffled happiness of awe ; 
and, in the cool dimness of the shadowy interior — an 
atmosphere of antiquity, thrilled with invigorating 
youth — he saw distinctly that I'adiation of light so 
natural to her, yet so marvelous. When she went 
toward the portal, he followed softly, yet almost re- 
gretting to have her pass out and lose that glory in 
the waning daylight. 

" And do you come here, too, then ? " he asked her, 
on the steps. 

\ 
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" Yes," she replied, gently ; '' often. 
And I suppose that what I have found 
necessary for life, you find you need for 
art." 

What did it mean, that he should 
meet her so, in the two kinds of places 
he had learned to haunt, but had thought 
the most unlikely for her ? Stephen 
wished that he might always find her so 
near him. He began to hope. 

The winter flew ; and his lecture at 
the Enlightened Century came and went 
like a dream. But it was a success ; he had made an impression. He had shown 
some of his figures there ; and commissions now flowed in ; it was quite evident 
that he had started a fad for poverty in clay not human. 

Then one morning in spring, as > —-^ ^ ^^_^ 

though to complete his hopes, came 
the announcement that Selden was 
engaged — not to Monda, but to Dora 
Morton! Raynor clapped on his hat 
with a mad impulse to rush over and 
congratulate Monda ; but remembered 
just in time that it would do if he 
congratulated himself. Hereupon — 
glancing at the morning paper, to 
fix the date of this auspicious news — 
he encountered another surprise,' In 
headlines that fairly leaped at him, he 
read of one more reputation collapsed. Mr. Bernard Oakes had disappeared. 
After dissipating most of the estates of trustful woman, confided to him, he had 
floated off on the remaining wreckage to parts unknown. And Stephen, after a 

first moment of horror, danced for joy ! 

As he soon learned, further, all of Mrs. Ray- 
nor's accession of wealth was swept away. A few 
days later, Wakeman — cadaverous from his wound 
and illness now, but with a full noon of smiles 
on his face — insisted upon ushering into the studio 
two ladies, whom he said he could hot keep out : 
" More people," he explained, '' who want to be 
turned into statues." 

It was Monda and her mother. " And if you 
please, Mr. Raynor," said Monda, with a smile of 
play that yet had mischief in it, "we are poor; 
so perhaps you will let me sit for my portrait 
again ! " 

"^'^r^' He assured her it • was too late ; she had 
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The bust was shown, under 

the title of "The Awakening 

Ideal/' at a small exhibition that 

month, and was such a puzzle to 

the public that it made some- 
thing like a furor of renown for 

him. 

It was not until the summer, 

though, that Stephen ascertained 

which way his future was to turn. 

Then, when they were in East- 

hampton once more, under that 

sky which had grown so humanized with long watching over the old village, and in 

the atmosphere of " Home, Sweet Home," he stood with Monda near the sea-hills 

toward the close of day. Beyond the 
lonely open fields, up from the low thick 
woods the sky rose moist and gray. But, 
some distance up, it melted into a soft 
mysterious tissue, ardent with a light that 
filtered through it, with ineffable delicacy, 
and was also seen flooding upward, higher 
still. There, in the upper part were thin 
dark streaks ascending to the zenith, 
ladder-like ; and in front of these hung 
flakes of fainter gray or blurry white, 
suffused with tender i*adiance. The whole 
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multitude of fine intellectual intertan- 
gled lines. Mellow color there was 
none, except in the earth ; for the 
heavens were all pale radiance or line ; 
and how befitting that light was, as it 
rested on Monda ! Great softness and 
beauty shone in that upper region ; as 
though the heavens were trying to 
whisper some secret, loving message. 

The d i m - 





toned clouds 
"below a d - 
' vanced with 

an air of solicitous affection 
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From their dark 



r^,, bosom you would have expected a low, modulated voice 
to issue ; and yet they could not overcome their spell 
of silence. . . . 

But what the sky could not say, Stephen uttered 
to Monda, listening. And there their lives drew together 
and were one. 

Every one murmured that it was to have been ex- 
pected, but that marriage would end the romance of 
Monda. That ethe- 
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real aureole which 
had been known to 
hover round her 
must now, of course, they said, fade out 
and never reappear. But they were mis- 
taken. 

When they had been married a year, the 
fashion had already begun of decorating the 
houses of the rich with pathetic studies of 
brave poverty and gentle suffering, or of 
humble, tragic toil, from Raynor's plastic 

hands — works of 
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art that instilled beauty of feeling, as well as strength 

and charm for the sight. 

But the first large culmination of his art in this 
kind was the " Charity," which he ex- 
hibited at the Society ; representing a 
Sister of Charity tenderly caring for a 
workingman wounded in an accident, 
with his wife and a little child bending 
or kneeling near him. It made, as every 
one knows, a profound impression. 

The gallery was about to close, 
one afternoon, while a group, among 
whom were the Lansings and Dora 
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Selden with her husband, still lingered around this re- 
markable work. 

Naturally they had much to say about it, and about 
all the extraordinary circumstances which had led to its 
creation. One remark led back to another, some chance 
detail was responded to by a reminiscence, this suggested 
another, and so the talk flowed backward to the begin- 
ning of the "plot," and then returned in a gossipy re- 
view of that eventful summer under the elms of East- 
hampton and by the sands of Amagansett. 

Thus the varied characters which had constituted 
the dramatis personm of this experience, in which 
they had had a place and were unconsciously helping 
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to make complete the story, were 
rehabilitated, and the parts they 
had played were brought afresh 
to memories that had lately 
been more or less overlaid by 
other things. An hour slipped 
away, other engagements sum- 
moned them, and they began to disperse^ 
just as Raynor and his wife issued from 
the inner gallery and passed out through 
the sculpture 
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room ; neither pausing nor turning, but rapt in 
happiness. 

Twilight had already gathered in the hall ; and 
before the pair could vanish through the exit — while 
Dora was whispering to Mrs. Lansing " What an 
ideal marriage!" — the painter's wife hushed her 
with a " Look, look : it is still there ! " 

All four bent their eyes eagerly on Monda's re- 
treating figure. 

"The nimbus," exclaimed Dora, her gaze full of 
amazement and an almost superstitious alarm. "Who w^ould believe such a 

wonder ?" 

" Yes, yes ; it still shines," Lansing 
corroborated. 

" What do you mean ? " asked Selden, 
apparently seeing nothing unusual. 

But to the other three that eva- 
nescent radiance was real and visible — • 
a wreath of light floating above the 
young wife's head. Then, in a moment, 
it was gone, for Monda also had gone. 
Lansing murmured low : " She is 
an Inspiration." 
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The End. 



